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Windsor, tinder the command of Colonel Moncrieff, and had

to supply the numerous guards for the immense Castle, The
men's quarters were very simple, one might say Spartan, and
exemplary tidiness and scrupulous cleanliness reigned in the
barrack-rooms. Over the head of each bed was a shelf on,
which lay several coats carefully folded. My inquiry how
many outfits they had per man at first elicited no information,
as the word outfit (Gamitur) is not an English military term,
Ultimately, I learnt that each man got a new coat every two
years, made specially to measure for him. The cast-off coats
became the property of the men, who could go on wearing
them when they left the service or else sell them. Rooms
with outfits and spare pieces, such as we have, did not exist
at that time. The red cloth of the uniform was of splendid
quality, and each coat, being made exactly to measure, fitted
like a glove, an effect to which the slender, almost hipless,
build of the Briton contributed its share. I am of the opinion
that the pre-war British Army in its handsome peace-time
uniforms was the best-dressed in the world.

I was also asked to visit the barracks which were occupied
by part of the 1st Life Guards, and see some sections at work
on horseback. The picked tall and handsome men on their
black horses presented a striking equestrian picture. The
whole direction of the mounted training of the regiment was
in the hands of a so-called riding-master; the lieutenants
had nothing to do with it. The riding-masters were men
with special gifts for horsemanship, who had risen from the
lower ranks, and they not infrequently reached the rank of
captain (our Rittmeister), and need not originally have come
from the regiment in which they held it. The riding-master
I saw with the 1st Life Guards was a man already grey-haired,
who wore lancer's uniform. As a finale to the inspection, the
men, in full dress uniform and carrying Indian bamboo lances,
performed, to the music of the band, a quadrille on horseback
called a " musical ride," flawlessly executed without a word
of command. The game of polo, moreover, had already got
such a hold even then that, as a squadron commander
mournfully declared to me, it was very hard to induce the